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Lady Adelatde, wife of Sir Robert Edge of Blent
Hall, eloped with Capt. Fitzhubert. Sir Robert
died In Rnssia, presumably in thne for Lady

Adelnlde and Fitzhabert to marry, and so make
their son Harry the legitimate helr to Sir Rob-
ert’s estates, They learn later, however, that
the dnte of Sir Robert’s death has heen given

Incorrectly, and Harry is oot the rightful heir.
and eventnally

They keep the matter secret,
tHaorry comes into possession of the estates and
resided with his mother at Blent Hall. Unp-

" known to Lady Adelaide s Madam Zabriska and
Mr. Jenkinson Neeld are also In possession of
the seeret, and Midam Zabriska, with her uncle,
Muaj. Duplay, comes to reside at Merrion Lodge,
near Blent Hall. Harry learps from his mother
that he s pot rightful heir to Blent, but they

determine to hold the title for him at any cost.
Te further his ecause. he decldes to marry Janle
Iver, helress of Falrholme, but finds two rivals

in Bobh Broadley and Ma). Duplay. The latter
learns of his vofortupate birth from Mina Za-
briska He juforms him that he intends oo gell
Iver, and they quoarrel, Harry winning In a
brisk tussle. Neeld becomes the guest of Iver
at Falrbolme.

By the Blent the drama seemed very con-
siderately to be waiting for him. It says
much for Maj. Duplay that his utter and
humiliating defeat by the pool had not
driven him Into any hasty action or
shaken him in his original purpose. If he
could by any means avold it he was de-
termined not to move while Lady Tristram
lived. Harry might force him to act
sooner; that rested with Harry, not with

him. Meanwhile he declined to explain
even to Mina what had oeccurred by the
pool, and treated her open Incredulousness

to Harry's explanation with silence or a
snub. The major was not happy at this
time; yet his ynhappiness was nothing to

the deep woe and, indeed, terror, which
had settled on Mina Zabriska. She had
guessed enough to see that for the mo-
ment, at least, Harry had succeeded in

handling Duplay so roughly as to delay,
if not to thwart, his operation, what would

he not do to her, whom he must know to
be the original cause of the trouble? She
used to stand on the terrace at Merrion
and wonder about this; and she dared not
g0 to Fairholme lest she should encounter
Harry. 8She made many good resolutions

for the future, but there was no comfort
in the present days.

The resolutions went for nothing, even in
the moment In which they were made. She

had suffered for meddling:; that was bad;
it was worse to the Imp not to meddle; in-
activity was the one thing unendurable.
She, too, like old Mr, Neeld in Leondon
town, was drawn by the interest of the
position, by the need of seeing how Harry
Tristram fought his fight, For four days

ghe resisted; on the evening of the fifth,
after dinner, while the major dozed, she
cum# out on the terrace in a cloak and
looked down the hill. It was rather dark,

and Blent Hall loomed dimly in the valley
below. She pulled the hood of her cloak
over her head and began to descend the
hill: she had no special purpose; she want-

ed a nearer look at Blent, and it was a
fine night for a stroll. She came to the
road, crossed it after a momentary heslta-
tion, and stood by the gate of the little
foot bridge, which, in days before enmity
arose, Harry Tristram had told her was

never locked. Mina advanced to the middle
of the bridge and leaned on the parapet,
her eves set on Blent Hall. There were
lights in the lower windows; one window
on the upper floor was lighted, too. There,
doubtless, Lady Tristram lay slowly dying;
somewhere else in the house Harry was
keeping his guard and perfecting his de-
fenses. The absolute peace and rest of the
outward view, the sleepless vigilance and
unevasing battle within, a battle that
death made Keener and could not lull to
rest—this contrast came upon Mina with
a strange painfulness; her eyes filled with
tears as she stood looking.

A man came out into the garden and lit
a cigar. She knew It was Harry; she did
pot move. He sauntered toward the bridge.
She held her ground. Though he should
strike her she would have speech with him
tonight. He was by the bridge and had
his hand on the gate at the Blent end of it
before he saw her. He stood still a mo-
ment, then came to her side and leaned as
she was leaning over the parapet. He was
bareheaded. Bhe saw his thick haid and
his peaked forehead. He smoked steadily.
He showed no surprise at seeing her, and
he did not speak to her for a long time.
At last, still without looking at her, he
began. She could just make out his smile,
or thought she could; at any rate, she was
gpure it was there.

“Well, Mina de Kriesa,”” sald he, She
started a little. *“Oh, I don't believe in
the late Zabriska. 1 don’t belleve vou're
grown up. I think vou're about fifteen—a
beastly age.” He put his cigar back in
his mouth.

“You see that window?' he resumed in
& moment. “And you know what's hap-
pening behind §t? My mother's dying
there.  Well, how's the major? Has he
g0t that trick in better order yet?"

She found her tongue with difficulty.

“Iwes Lady Tristram know about—about

me?" she stammered.
“I sometimes lie to my mother,” said
Harry, flicking his ash Into the river.

“Why do you lle to your uncle, though?"
“I didn't Hle. You know 1 didn't lie.”
He¢ shrugged his shoulders wearily and

relap=ed Into silence. BSilence there was

till a minute or two later it was broken by

a little sob from Mina Zabriska. He turn-

ed his head toward her; then he took hold

of her arm and made her face round to

him. The tears were running down her
chesks.

“I'm so, so sorry,” she murmured. *I
didn't mean to, and 1 did it! And now—
now 1 can’'t stop it. You needn't belleve me
1f vou don’t like, but I'm—I'm miserable
and—and frightened.”

He flung his cigar into the water and put
his hands In his pockets. So he stood
watching her, his body swaying a little to
and fro; his eyes were suspiclous of her,
¥yet they seemed amused also, and they
were not cruel; It was not such a look as
he had given her when they parted by the

woul.
l"__” it were true?’ she asked. *“I mean,
couldn’t Lady Tristram somehow—"'

“If what were true? Oh, the nonsense
you told Duplay?’ He laughed. *If it was
true. 1 =hould be & mnobody and nobody’'s

son. I suppose that would amuse you very
much, wouldn't 1t? You wouldn't have
come to Mérrion for nothing then' But as

1t isn't true, what's the use of talking?”

He won no belief from her when he said
shat it was not true. She drew her cloak
around her and shivered.

“"old?” he asked.

“No. Wretched, wretched.™

“Would you like to see my mother?”

“You wouldn't let her see me?”

“She’s asleep and the nurse Is at sup-
per—not that she'd matter. Come along."

He turned and began to walk quickly to-
ward the house;, Mina followed him as
though in a dream They entered a large
hall. It was dark, save for one candle, and
she could see nothing of its furniture. He
led her straight up a broad oak staircase
that rose from the middle of it. and then
along a corridor. The polished oak gleamed
here and there as they passed a candle in
brackets on the wall and was slippery un-
der hér unaccustomed feet. Th% whole
house was very still-still, cool ahd very
peaceful.

Cautlously he opened a door and beck-
oned her to follow him. Lights were burn-
ing in the room. Lady Tristram lay sieep-
Ing. her halr, still fair and golden, spread
over the pillow: her face was calm and un-
lined: she seemed a young and beautiful
girl wasted by a fever. But the fever was
the fever of life as well as of disease. Thus
Mina saw again the lady she had seen at
Heldelberg.

“She won't wake: sghe

h
draft.” he said, and had her sleeping

AMina took it to mean

than she might linger a moment more.
She ecast her eyves round the room. Over
the fireplace, facing the bed, was a full-
length portrait of a zirl. She was dressed
all in red: the glory of her white neck, her
brilliant hair and blue eves rose out of
the scarlet setting. This was Addie Tris-
tram in her prime, as she was when she
fled with Randolph Bdge, as she was when
she cried in the little rcom at Heidelberg.
“Think of the difference it makes, the
enormous difference!”

“My mother llkes to have that plcture
there,” Harry explained.

The sleeping woman stirred faintly. In
obedience to a look from Harry Mina fol-
lewed him from the room, and they passed
dewn stairs and through the hall together
in silence. He came with her as far as
the bridge. There he paused. The scene

she commanded, and he stopped by her on
the read: he was returning from Blent-
mouth to Mingham and found her strolling
by the pool. *'I want to speak with you.”

He had his builiff with him—they had
been selling a cow, and left him to take
the gig home. He shook hands with frank
cordiality.

“That's awfully nice of you,”” he sald.
“What about?"

“Nothing in particular,” saldshe. “Mayn't
I want it just generally?"”

“Qh, well, I though you meant there was
something special. I've sold the cow well,
Miss Janie "

“Bother the cow!
to Fairholme?"

“Well, in fact, I'm_mnot sure that Mr.
Iver is death on secing me there too often.
But I shall turn up all right soon.”

“Have you been going about anywhere?"”

“No. Been up at Mingham most of the
time."” -

“Isn't that rather lonely ?*

“Lonely? Good heavens, no. I've got too
muech to do.”

Janie glanced at him. What was to
done with a man who treated provocative
suggestions as though they were sincere
questions? If he had not cared for her
now? But she knew he did.

“Well, I've been very dull, anyhow. One
never sees anyhbody fresh at Fairholme
now. It's always elther Mr. Tristram or
Major Duplay.”

“Well, 1 shouldn’t be very fresh, either,
should 17" 'The names she mentioned
drew no sign from him.

“I don't count you a visitor at all. And
they are visitors—I suppose.” She seemed
a little in doubt, yvet both the gentlemen,
anyvhow, were not presumably received as
members of the family.

“I"11 teil you what I've been thinking
about,’” said Bob, speaking slowly, and ap-
parently approaching an important an-
nouncement.

“Yes?" she sald, turning to nim with in-
terest, and watching his handsome, open
face; it was not a very clever face, but it
was a very pleasant one; she enjoyed look-
ing at it.

“T've been thinking that I'll sell the black
horse, but I can’t make up my mind wheth-
er to do it now or keep him through the

Why haven't you been

MINA CAME

AND STOOD OVER HIM.

of them was out. Could he be married be-
fore the second ran course? Mrs. Iver
would have scoffed at'the Wea, and Janie
shrunk from it. But 4 dyiiig mother’s ap-
peal would count with almiost Irresistible
strength in such a cHse, and Harry was
sure of being furnish " this aid.

He came to Fairhaolme ga day or two
after Janie had talked with Bob Broad-
ley. 8She was on the @wn,»with her Mina
Zabriska and a small}f nest, elderly man,
who was introduced td_hinas Mr. Jenkin-
son Neeld. Harry pa{d ltfle attention to
this Insignificant person, and gave Mina no
more than a carelessashake of the hand
and a good-humored, smused nod; he was
not afraid of her any longer. He claimed
Janie, and contrived 1e her to some
chairs on the other sige of the lawn.

““And that is Mr. Hasry istram?"’ said
Neeld, looking at him<ntemtly through his
spectacles. LN i

“Yes,” said the Imp, briefly; she was at
the moment rather bored by Mr. Neeld.

“An interesting-looking young man.”

“Yes, he's interesting.” And she added
a moment later, “You're having a good
look at him, Mr. Neeld.”

“Dear me, was I staring? I hope not.
But—well, we've all heard of his mother,

ou know "’

y“l‘m afraid the next thing we hear about
her will be the last.”” What she had seen
at Blent Hall was in her mind, and she
spoke sadly, *Mr. Tristram will succeed to
his throne soon now.'

Neeld looked at her as if he were about
to speak, but he said nothing and his eyes
wandered back to Harry again.

“They're friends—Miss Iver and he?” he
asked at las:,

“Oh, it’s no secret that he wants to mar-
ry her.”

- ““And does she—"'

Mina laughed, not very naturally. “It's
something to be Lady Tristram of Blent.”

Harry wanted to marry Janie Iver! With
a sudden revulsion of feeling Neeld wished
himself far from Blentmouth. However, it
was his duty to talk to this sharp little
foreign woman, and he meant to try. A
few polite gquestions brought him to the
point of inguiring® her nationality.

*“Oh, we're Swiss—Frenth Bwiss. But I
was born at Heildelberg. My mother lived

they had left had apparently stirred no
new emotion in him; it had left Mina Za-
briska trembling and moved to the heart.

“Now you've seen her, and before that
you'd seen me. And perhaps now you'll
understand that we're the Tristrams of
Blent, and that we live and die that.”
His voice grew a little louder. “And your

cnsense?’ he exclaimed “It's all a lle.

ut if 1t was true? Tt's the blood, isn't it,
pot the law, that matiers? It's her blood
and my bloed. That's my real title to
Blent."”

In the midst of his lying he spoke truth
there, and Mina knew it. By right ot
blood he claimed to stand master of Blent,
and so0 he meant to stand.

“Yes," she said, ~Yes, yes, God help
you to it She turned and left him and
ran up the hill, catching her breath in

agaln. =

m}tia&rw Teistram stood and watched her
as long a= he could see her retreating fig-
uq?'rhe major must play his hand alone
now,’ he said. “He'll get no more help
from her,” He pausel a moment. “It's
a funny thing, though. That's not really
why I took her up.”

illse shook his head in puzzle. Perhaps
he could hardly be expected to recognize
that it was that pride of his—pride in his
mother, his race, himseli—which had made
him bid Mina Zabriska look upon Lady
Tristram as she slept.

CHAPTER VII.
The Moment Draws Near.

Janie Iver had been brought up to know
her own mind; it was the eleventh com-
mandment in the Iver household. Iver
entertained the intellectual, his wife the
moral, objection to shilly-shallying; their
daughter's training, while conducted with
all kindness, had been eminently sensible,
and early days had offered few tempta-
tions to stray from the path of the ob-
viously deslrable. The case was different
now; riches brought a change; the world
revealed its resources; life was spreading
out its divers wares. Janie was much puz-
zled as to what she ought to do, more as to
what she wanted to do, most of all as to
what she would in the end do—unless, in-
deed, the fact that she was puzzled con-
tinued to rank as the greatest puzzle of
all.

Naturally the puzzles were personified,
or the persons made into puzzles. Men
became lives to her, as well as individuals
—the Tristram, the Duplay, the Broadley
life; her opinion of the life complicated
her feeling toward the person. The Tris-
tram life attracted her strongly, the life
of,the great lady; Harry had his fascina-
tion, too; yvet she did not think that she
and Harry would be very happy together,
woman and man. The Duplay life prom-
ised another sort of joy; the major's ex-
perience was world-wide, his knowledge
varfous, his conversation full of hints of
the unexplored; she would be broadening
her life if she identified it with his. Lastly,
there was that quiet Broadley life, to be
transformed Iin some degree doubtless by
her wealth, yet likely to remaln in essen-
tials the peaceful, homely existence which
she knew very well.

She found herself thinking, in terms
superficially repugnant to convention, that
she would like to pay long visits to the
other men, but have Bob to come home
to when she was inclined for rest and
tranquillity. Her perplexity was not
strange in itself, but It was strange and
new to her; and, imbued with the parental
views about shilly-shallylng, she was
angry with herself and inclined to be
ashamed.,

Judged from the outside, she was not
open to blame in her attitude toward
Harry; he was not in love with her and
hardly pretended to be.

Nor had Duplay any cause of complaint
in being kept waiting; he would be held ex-
ceedingly lucky not to be sent to the right-
about instantly. But with Bob Broadley
the matter was different. On the subtle
question of what exactly constitutes “en-
couragement” (it is the technical term) in
these cases it is not perhaps necessary te
enter, but false hopes might, no doubt,
arise from her visits to Mingham, from
her hablt of riding up the road by the
river about the time when Bob would be
Hkely to be riding down it, or of saunter-
ing by the pool on the days when he drove
his gig into Blentmouth on
this being beyond and outside I
meetings at Fairholme itself.
meant to marry him she might indeed raise
hopes that were false,

Yes, but It did not seem as though she
did. Bob was humble. She had tyran-
nized over him even before the Ivers grew
so very rich.

“Send the gig home and stay and talk,'

sumimer and sell him when hunting begins.
I don’t know which would pay me best.”

“That certainly is a very important ques-
tion,” remarked Janie, with a wealth of
sarcasm.

“Well, it gives me a lot of trouble, Miss
Janie.”

“Does {t?7 And it doesn't interest me in
the very— Yes, it does, Bob, very much.
I'm sorry. Of course, it does. Only—"

“Anything the matter with you?' Bob in-
quired, with friendly solicitude.

“No—not just now. There never is, some-
how, when I'm with you. And let's talk
about the black horse—it'll be soothing. 1s
the price of oats a factor?”

Bob laughed a little, but did not proceed
with the discussion. They sauntered on in
silence for a few minutes, Bob taking out
his tobacco.

“Worried, aren't you?" he asked, lighting
his pipe.

“Yes,'" she answered, shortly.

“?’u that what you wanted to say to
m-!l .

“No, of course not.
to you about ft!"

Asg if 1 ghould talk

“Don’'t suppose you would, no. Still,
we're friends, aren’t we?"”

“Do you feel friendly to me?"

“Friendly! Well!” He laughed. *“What

do you think about it yourself?"” he asked.
“Look here, I don’t bother you; but I'm
here when you want me."”

“When I want you?"

“I mean, if I can do anything for vou,
or—or advise you. I don’t think I'm a fool,
you know.”

“I'm really glad to hear you've got as
far as that,” she remarked, rather tartly.
“Your fault, Bob, is not thinking nearly
enough of yourself."”

“You'll soon change that if you say mueh
more.” His pleasure in her implied praise
was obvious, but he did not read a single
word more into her speech than the words
she uttered,

“And you are friendly to me—still?"’

“It doesn't make any difference to me
whether I see you or not—""

“What?’ she cried. The next moment
ghe was laughing, “Thanks, Bob, but—but
youve a funny way of putting things
sometimes.”” Bhe laid her hand on his arm
for a moment, signing *“‘Dear old Bob!"

“Oh, you know what I mean,”” he sald,
puffing away. His healthy skin had flushed
a trifle, but that was his only reply to
her little caress.

“If—if I came to you some day and said
I'd been a fool, or been made a fool of,
and was very unhappy, and—and wanted
comforting, would you still be nice to me?”

His answer came after a puff and a
pause.

“Well, If you ever get like that T should
recommend you just to try me for what
I'm worth,” he said. Her eyes were fixed
on his face, but he did not look at her.
Some men would have seen in her appeal
an opportunity of trying to win from her
more than she was giving. The case did
not present itself in that lght to Bob
Broadley. He did not press his own ad-
vantage; he hardly believed it, and he had,
besides, a vague idea that he would spoil
for her the feeling she had if he greeted 1t
with too much enthusiasm. What she
wanted was a friend—a solid, possibly
rather stolid, friend; with that commodity
he was prepared to provide her. The hum-
blest of men have moments of pride; it
must be confessed that Bob thought he
was8 behaving not only with proper feel-
ing, but also with conslderable tact—a tact
that was based on knowledge of women.

Interviews such as these—and they were
not infrequent—formed a rather incongru-
ous background, but also an undeniable
-relief to the life of Janie was I at
Falrholme. That seemed to have little
concern with Bob Broadley and to be en-
grossed in the struggle between Harry and
Duplay. Both men pressed on. had

perious and
might face her with the demand for an
answer any day. BShe could not explain

howlt?:-‘.”butmlamahow his
seemed conditioned progress
oihdyg‘l‘mm'smmwm
bout Ty a wasg
right. He was using to ﬁﬂhav‘l“
his rival's to no
movement d Lady Tristram’s life-
time; he it and meant to
profit by it. A look of would be
given to any action of while Lady
lay dying; Harry this as-
pect of his conduct would frighten him.
ulmuzumhmrum
tors W. - two months more;
Tristram meant to be m

P T I
there after my father died: My uncle, who
lives with me, Major Duplay, is her broth-
er; he was in the Swiss service.”™

“4' pleasant soclety at Heidelberg, 1 dare
Sa}'.”

“Rather dull,” said Mina. It seemed
much the same at Blentmouth at the mo-
ment.

Iver strolled out from his study on to the
lawn. He cast a glance toward his daugh-
ter and Harry, frowned slightly, and sat
down on Mina’s other side, He had a news-
paper in hia hand, and he held it up as he
spoke to Neeld across Mina.

“Your book’s promised for the 13th, I
seg, Neeld."”

“Yes, it's to be out then.”

Mina was delighted at being presented
with a tepie. Sometimes it is the most
D e i

‘Oh, Mr. Neeld, have youwritte ?
How interesting! What is it? tAnn:vgr‘;!‘

My dear Madame Zabriska!"’ murmured
Neeld, feeling as If he were being made
fun of. *“And it's not really my book. I've

only edited ft.””
“But that’s just as good,” Mina insisted
what it is."

amli.;mlr. “Do tell me

“‘Here you are, Mina. 'The

title and description for you. Ti:g-:'-anot&nlf

ing else In the paper.” "Iver handed it to

her with a stifled yawn. She read it and

;%;%ed to Neeld with a guick Jerk of her
“Journal and Correspondene

gh;:lderi;loni’l" 'h?a repeated. “Oi.otrm{g‘l:l—l
ut—well, at curious! W

to know Mr. Cholderton!” b s suol
“You knew Mr. Cholderion?”

Neeld in mild surprise. Then,

lection, he added, *‘Oh,

said Mr,
with a recol-
at Heidelberg, I

daresay? But i
durean ¥You must have been g
"Yeu', I was. Does he talk about Heldel-

berg?

“He mentions it once or twice.” I
(\:fl tl-tllllx::unl‘t Neeldmbe%an to feel that ﬂa"ﬁ'ﬁ
easurable di
e e i stance of getting on
“What fun if he mentioned me!

/ Oh, but
of course, he wouldn't sa ¢ :
W ¥ anything about

The slightest start ran through Neeld’
figure; it passed unnoticed; h ked
sh‘z'trply at Mina Zabriska. " Hden
33 g}e;n ken:nﬂé my mother quite well; he used

See us, = Sl
M_}nhe- I B e ) bhe mention her
ere was a pereceptible s
Ne;gu s:}nv{%red primly: SIS then

‘4d'm afraid you won't find your mother's
name mentioned in Mr. Chol 4 -
nalﬂMmel.l e olderton’s jour

“How horrid!” remarked Mina,
disappointed; she regarded Mr, Neel‘c‘:lﬂ:itg
a new interest, all the same.

They were both struck, with this strange
coincldence as it seemed to them, though

in fact it was not properly a coi \
:.;uua‘lll‘. that they should meet ail:m g&%&f

““You're sure he says nothing a : g
sheyurzed. }'. * ‘ns bout us?

“You'll not find a woed,” ilie replied, stick-
ing to the form of ussertlo feat e

! n that salved
his conscience. He | cross
again, but Janie and S Pk

had disappear-
ed among the bushes.” i ‘ E

“You're sort of old Hequalntances at sec-
ond band, then,” said Iver, smiling. “Chol-
derton’s the connecting iink.”

“He didn’t like me,"” remprked Mina. “He

used to call me the fmp.” .o
‘“Yes, yes,"” said N in absent-minded

achuleseeud cet. ‘“Yes, (the imp.”
‘“You don’t seem mmuch rised."

Mina in mock lndicnauon.ww i
“Surprised!” He

shaken; he had

knowledge of the Imp, Indeed, he ooid
rid himself of tlwn%a B g
Zabrisks's

very inquisitive look ; ;
i1

large eyes, »

Mina risked one -
— - mm question, put very
“L think he must have met Lady Tris-
tram there once or twice. Does
e ot s o
52 a word,’ eeld,
n)ﬂnn took snotht::m look at him 25
bilnked resolutely behing his glaases = D¢

observed resignedly. - “Only 1
meglthhbookﬂu‘lukethat.wu
W. .
i R

en %

Trht.p.m! T've an important message for

At the same moment Janle and Harry
Tristram came out on to the grass. Harry

saw the groom, and was with them in a
moment, Janie foll 5

“Well, Sam, what is it? You wers rid-.
ing hard.”

“Her ladyship has had a relapse, sir,
and Dr. Fryer ordered me to ride over
and tell you at once. No time to lose,
he said, sir.” -

“Did you bring a horse for me?"’

“No, sir. But I'm riding Quilldriver.” -

“I'll go back on him. You can walk'™
He turned to the rest. “I must go at
once,” ‘he said. “I don't know what this
may mean.”

*““Not so bad as it sounds, I hope,” sald
Iver. *“But you'd best be off at once.”

Harry included Mina and Mr. Neeld In
one light nod, and walked briskly toward
the gate, Iver and Janie accompanying
him. Mina and Neeld were left together,
and sat in sllence some moments.

“It sounds as If she was dying,” sald
Mina at last in a low voice.,

“Yes, poor woman.”

“lI saw her once lately.
beautiful, Mr. Neeld.”

‘“Yes, yes—to her own great trouble, poor
thing.”

“You knew about—""

“Oh, everybody knew, Mme. Zabriska.”

“Yes, and now she's dving!” She turned
to him, looking him fairly in the face.
““And Harry'll be Tristram of Blent,” she

said.
“He'll be Tﬂ_stram

“Yes,"” said Neeld.
of Blent.”

Both fell into silence again, looking ab-
sently at the sunshine playing among the
trees. They were not to share their se-
cret just yet. A link was missing between
them still.

Harry came to where the horse was and
stood there for a moment while the groom
altered the stirrups to suit him.

“It's the beginning of the end, If not the
end itself,” he said.

“Our earnest good wishes to her.”

“My love,” sald Janie. Her father
glanced quickly at her,

Harry jumped into the saddle, waved his
hand to them, and started at a gallop for
Blent. The groom, with another. touch ot
his hat, trudged off In his master's track.
Janle Iver stood looking as long as Harry
was in sight.

“He won’t spare the horse,” sald Iver.

“Well, he can't this time—and, anyvhow,
he wouldn’t, if he wanted to get there.”
She took her father's arm and pressed it.
“Father, Harry Tristram has just asked
me to marry him. He said Lady Tristram
wanted it settled before—before she died,
or he wouldn’t have spoken so soon."

“Well, Janie, dear?”

“When the groom came I had just told
him that I would give him an answer in
a week. But now—" 8She made a gesture
with her free hand; it seemed to mean
bewilderment. She could not tell what
would happen now.

CHAPTER VIIL
Duty and Mr. Neeld.

When Mina Zabriska brought back the
news from Fairholme and announced it with
an intensity of significance which the sud-
den aggravation of an illness long known
to be mortal hardly accounted for, Major
Duplay grew very solemn. The moment
for action approached, and the nearer it
came the less was the major satisfied with
his position and resources; the scene by the
pool had taught him that he would have a
stiff fight. He had been hard hit by Har-
ry's shrewd suggestion that he must ask
Iver himself for the means of proving what
he meant to tell Iver. The only alterna-
tive, however, was to procure money for
the necessary investigations fzom his niece,
and his niece, though comfortably well off,
was not rich. Nor was she any longer
zealous in the cause. The Imp was sulky
and sullen with him, sorry she had ever
touched the affair at all, ready, he sus-
pected, to grasp at any excuse for letting
it drop. This temper of hers foreboded
a refusal to open her purse. It was se-
rious in another way. Of himself Duplay
knew nothing: Mina was his only wiiness;
her evidence, though really second-hand,
was undoubtedly weighty; it would, at
least, make inquiries necessary. But would
she give it. Duplay was conscious that she
was capable of turning round on him and
declaring that she had made a Dblunder.
If she did that, what would happen?

Harry's attitude would be simple. He
would at the proper time produce his cer-
tificates, testifying to the death of Sir
Randolph, the marriage of his parents, his
own birth. The copies were in perfect or-
der, and, duly authenticated, they were
evidence in themselves; the originals could
be had and would bear out the copies. All
this had been well looked after, and Du-
play did not doubt it. What had he to set
up against it? Only that the third certifi-
cate was false, and that somewhere,
neither he. nor even Mina, knew where,
bearing some dates, neither he nor Mina
knew what, there must be two other cer-
tificates, one fatal to Harry's case as fix-
ing his birth at an earlier date, the other
throwing at least grave suspiclon on it by
recording a second ceremony of marriage.
But where were these certificates? Con-
ceivably, they had been destroyed:; that
was not likely, but it was possible. At
any rate, to find them would need much
time and some money. On reflection, the
major could not blame Harry for defying
him by the pool.

It will be seen that the information which
Mina gleaned from her mother and filled in
from her own childish recollection, was
not 80 minute in the matter of date as
that which Madam de Kries had given at
the time of the events to Mr. Cholderton,
and which was now locked away in the
drawer at Mr. Jenkinson Neeld's cham-
bers. The major would have been mate-
rlally assisted by a sight of that document:
it would have narrowed the necessary area
of inquiry and given a definiteness to his
assertions, which must have carried added
weight with Mr. Iver.

Mina, belng sulky, would not talk to her
uncle; she could not talk to Janle Iver;
she did not see Harry and would not have
dared to talk to him if she had. But It
need hardly be said that she was dying to
talk to somebody. With such matters on
hand she struggled against =silence like
soda water against the cork. Merely to
stare down at Blent and wonder what was
happening there whetted a curiosity it
could not satisfy. She felt out of the game,
and the feeling was intolerable. As s last
resort, In a last effort to keep in touch
with it, althaugh she had been warned that
she would find nothing of interest to her
in the volume, she telegraphed to a library
bookseller in London to gend her Mr, Chol-
derton’s Journal. It came the day after it
was published, four days after she had
made Mr. Neeld's acquaintance, and while
Lady Tristram, contrary to expectation,
still held death at arm's length and lay
looking at her own picture. The next
morning Neeld received a pressing Invita-
tion to go to tea at Merrion Lodge. With-
out a moment's hesitation he went; with
him, too, all resolutions to know and to
care nothing further about the matter
vanished before the first chanee of seeing
more of it. And Mina had been Mile. de
Kries,

Bhe recelved him in the library. The
Journal lay on the table. Something had
restored animation to her manner =nd
malice to her eyes. She began by fattering
her visitor outrageously, and indulging in
a number of false statements regarding her
delight with the Journal and the amuse-
ment and instruction she had gained from
it. S8he even professed to have mastered
the hydroxeric method, observing that a
note by the editor put the whole thing in a
nutshell. Much pleased, yet vaguely dis-
appointed, Mr. Neeld concluded that she
had no more to say about the visit to
Heldelberg.

‘The Imp turned over the pages lelsurely
while Neeld sipped his tea.

“I see you put little asterisk things
where you leave out anything,” she ob-
served. “That's convenient, isn't it?”

“I think it's usual,” said he.

“And another thing you do—oh, you really
are a splendid editor—you put the date at
the top of every page, even where Mr. Chol-
derton’s entry rumns over ever so many
w He is rather long sometimes, isn't

She was very
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was done. She had made Neeld very um-
comfortable. “Because,” she added, after
she had given her previous remarks time
to soak in, “between May and August, 1875,
is just about the time I remember him at
Heldelberg—the time when he met Mrs.
Fitzhubert, you know. Mina was keenly
excited now. Had the Journal teld Neeld
anything? What that the meaning of his
astericks? -

“There was something about hils visit to
Heidelberg, but it contained mothing of
public interest, Mme. Zabriska, and in my
discretion I omitted it."

“Why didn't you tell me that the other
day? You gave me to understand that he
only mentioned Heldelberg casually.”

“I may have e myself—"

“And did he mention us?™’

Neeld Yose to his feet and took a turn
up and down the room.

“In my discretion I left the passage out.
I can answer no questions about it. Please
don’t press me, Mme. Zabriska.”

“I will know,” she said, excitedly, almost
angrily.

Neeld came to stand opposite her, deep
perplexity expressing itself in his look and
manner. “Did he talk about us? Did he
talk about Lady Tristram?”’

*] am speaking to you, and to you only,
Mme. Zabriska!"’

“Yes, yes—to me only.”

“He did not mention you, and he did
speak of Lady Tristram.”

“That's why you weren't surprised when
I told you he called me the Imp!” She
smiled a moment, and Neeld smiled, too.
But in an instant she was eager again
“And about Lady Tristram?”

“It was no use reprinting poor Lady
Tristram’s story.” There was a long pause.
Mina rose, took the Journal, put it in the
cupboard, and turned the key on it. BShe
came back and stood over him.

“You know,” she said. “It was in the
Journal? I'm sure vou know.”

“Know what?’ Mr, Neeld was fighting
in the last ditch.

“But I don't want to tell you unless you
know. No, I'm sure you know!"

“And do you know?"

“Yes, I know. My mother told me.”

They understood one another now. Neecld
made no further pretense.

“You mean about Harry Tristram?’ he
asked, simply, but in a low volce.

“Yes. At first I didn't know what it
meant to him. But 1 know now.”

Neeld made no reply. and there was an-
other moment of silence.

“And you know what it would mean to
him?" she asked.

Neeld nodded; of course, he knew that.
‘“AWhat are you going to do?' He ralsed
his hands and let them drop again in a
confession that he did not know. “I knew
and I told.” she sald. He started a little.
“Yes, I told, because I was spiteful. 1 was
the Imp! TI've never been happy since I
told. Mr. Tristram knows I've told, though
he denies there's anything in it But he
knows I've told. And still he's been xind
to me.” Her volce shook.

“You told; whom did you tell?”

“Never mind—or guess, If vou can. I
shan't tell him any more. 1 shan't help
him any more. I'm for Mr. Tristram.
Thick and thin, I'm for Mr. Tristram now."
She came a step nearer to him. “The man
I told may try, but I don't think he ecan do
much without us. Why should we tell?
Is it our business? You suppressed it in
the Journal. Can’t you suppress it now 7"

“The [vers?’ he stammered.

“The Ivers! What's it to the Ivers com-
pared to what it is to him? It'll never
come out. If It did—oh, but It won't! It's
life and death to him. And fsn't it right—
isn’t 1t justice? He's her son. This thing's
just a horrible accident. Oh, if you'd heard
him speak of Blent!” She paused a mo-
ment, rubbing her hand across her ey=s.
Then she threw herself back into her chair,
asking again. “What are you going to do?"

(To be Continued.)
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A GREAT LOG

JAM.

Bed of Susquehanna Filled for Three
Miles or More,
From the Plttsburg Dispatch.

For almost six months the people living
on the lowlands along the west branch of
the Susquehanna river, from Curwensville
down to the “mountains,® have felt they
would suffer a repetition of 1889 experi-
ences, and worse, when the break occurred
this spring. The cause of alarm was &
great “jam” of logs, square timber and
general debris in the river above Curwens-
ville, and extending back three miles, con-
taining at least 75,000,000 cubic feet of lum-
ber, to say nothing of the other materials
going to make up an almost solid mass in
the river, at least ten feet deep, They felt
that a big ice flood such as is of almost an-
nual occurrenee in this mountaln river
would move this jam almost solidly and
bring it down with such force that all prop-
erty close to the river's edge would be vir-
tually wiped off the earth. But the ice has
broken and gone and the big log jam re-
mains in the river above Curwensville, to
be broken and moved by human skill, ;nus-
cle and a generous supply of dynamite and
plenty of water sent down the channel ac-
cording to nature's laws or by means of
the numerous splash dams, which will again
be put into operation after enforced idle-
ness of several years.

The Curwensville log jam was the result
of man’s loss of faith in nature's laws.
Last year, from the time the ice went out
in March until late in the autumn. there
never was enough rain in this section to
make a rafting flood in the river. Floods
are absolutely necessary in these parts in
order that the mill owners at Williamsport,
Marietta, Camden, N. J., and intermediate
points may have the raw material with
which to operate the big plants and upply
their trade. The sguare timber is “‘rafted”
and run to these mills on the successive
floods or rises in the spring. It is hauled
to the river bank in sticks and there lashed
into rafts containing from 2,000 to 10,000
cubic feet.

The loge are tumbled into the mountain
streams running through or close to the
tracts, from which they are cut and
“splashed” down these streams into the
river by means of floods made by storing
great bodies of water and then letting it
out, thus moving the logs toward the 1{ver.
All the spring and summer months of 1809
passed without a single flood, and, there
not having been enough rainfall to put a
single splash dam from May, the lumber-
men began te grow uneasy. They did not
want to haul the logs and rafts out of the
river, as that would entail great exponse.
They kept on praying for rain, until Octo-
ber, and then gave up all hope. Asthe cold
weather arrived the lumbermen’s exchange
at Williamsport was compelled to pull in
its big boom, and this decided the owners
of the timber in the river to take summury
action.

A conference was held, at which it was
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~ Clerk—*"That he would break
dow if 1 showed my face there

NOT A BIT AFRAID.

by his viclenoe.”

decided to haul out all the logs and rofts
below Curwensville and boom the river st
that point to hold back everyihing above.
The work began the latter part of October.
Men and teams put to work from Curwens-
ville to Lock Haven hauled out everything
in the shape of timber,

At Curwensville great plers were built in
the river, and trenches arranged bLehind
them strong enough to hold anything and
everything. The work on this boom was
hardly Gnished before the biggest flood ex-
perienced since 1801 came uwpon this sec-

tion. The river below Curwensville was
cleared of everything, and milllons of feet
of logs and sgquare timber got into the

Willlamsport boom, but all back of Cur-
wensville was held fast by the boom. Rafts
l;ut in alongside the upper river came down,

ut could not go through. The river tilled
not only the bank full, but the bed full, and
the logs came down so fast and plentiful
that they piled the river for a Qistance of
Lhree miles. They not only covered the sur-
face, but they plled on top of each other
until the distance above stated was almost
a solid mass.

This it was fhat alarmed the natives, and
made so many willing to sell bottom prop-
erty at cut rates this winter and spring.
The skill of the men who constructed the
boom, however, was proved to be first-~lass
the past week. It held against all pressure,
water, jce, gravity, and is still intact. Binoe
the ice went out the first of the week a
gang of experienced logmen with axes,
canthobks and other driving tools have
been at work opening a channel through
the great mass of timber. They have so
far opened a partial channel, but not suf-
ficlent for rafting purposes Several hun-
dred men will be busily engaged several
weeks breaking the jam and getting the
logs moving. As long a= the natural water
supply keeps up the splash dams will not
be utilized. When that falls the great im-
proved resources will be brought Into
action.

Splash dams are long structures of heavy
timber built across a small stream at som
point where the surface of the land behind
is suitable for storing a great body of wa-
ter. They are built between two hills on
either side of the stream, and are as solid
in their construction as masonry. In the
middle of the dam is constructed the gate,
which is operated by an immense lever.
When the dam is full of water the gate is
raised and the great volume flows out. car-
rving along every log in its path until it
runs off. When the splash is on, the log-
men with the canthooks follow the stream
rolling In logs that have been carried cff
into the woods by former splashes, those
saddling on trees, rocks, &c.. and breakl
the small jams formed in ecddies, bends an
rocky places. These logmen work early and
late, their hours of labor depending upon
the state of the weather. They are heavily
dressed, and work waist-deep In the icy
cold water for from twelve to eighteen
hours out of each twenty-four, They cre
fed from four to six times daily, and paid
from £2 50 to $5 per day, according to their
usefuiness. Log driving on the west branch
and Its tributaries was for many years a
great industry, thousands of men being
thus engaged from early spring until the
middie of summer each year. Of late the
industry has not assumed great propor-
tions, for the reason that most of the lum-
ber in this county is manufactured at the
local milis. The loge in the river this sea-
son are about the last that will be drivey
to Willlamsport.
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On Keeping (ut FVlowers.
From the New York Tribune.

A woman who has given much thought
and care to flowers gives some valuable
suggestions for preserving thelr beauty as
long as possible after eutting. She savs:

The ends of the stems of all flowers
should be cut off before ther are placed in

water. It is better to strip the leaves from
that part of the stem which will be im-
mersed,

Do not allow the ends of the stems to
rest on the bottom of the vase

In cutting the ends snip them off at right
angles to the stalk,

Change the water each day, and at the
same time again cut the ends of the flower
stems.

Do not place flowers near or under lights

—g48 or lamp—when it can be avoided
Maidenhair fern should be kept rolled up
in moistened paper and on the ice, or, with

the stems in the water,
until ready for use,
last for some time.

Mignonette is generally grown In a cool
house, and for this reason often droops
when first placed in a heated room. It is
well to put it in the ice box, in water, for
a time, when it will revive, “harden,” and,
if properly cared for each day, last a long
time.

Many flowers do more satisfactorily if
placed In water with the chill off until the
stems have become filled, and are then al-
lowed to stand in an ice chest or very cool
place for a time. Roses will occasionally
revive if placed in fce water—always with
the ends of the stems previously cut.

Never place cut flowers In a draught or
in sunlight.

in & cool place,
In this way it will
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Most Miserable of Men.
From the Chicago Tribune.

“The saddest, most blighted-life case 1
ever knew,” sald the major, “was that of
a man who received a life pass over a new
raliroad.”

“How was that?”’ asked the colonel.

“Why, the pass was issued before there
was a rail laid—and then the road was
never buiflt. He has felt swindled ever

since.”’
,oe ——

Bad All Around.
From the Philadelpbia Record.
Hoax—"1 see there's a prospect of en-
other strike in the anthracite region. That
will be bad for the coal buyer.”

Joax—"Yes: and it'll be bad for the coal
buyer's coal cellar.”

An Emigrant,
Jane Barlow in the Atbenacum,

1s she asleep, aslecp

Alone, in fair far land?
Lalied with the murmuring deep
And shadowy waters keep.

Fesr | o Mewerdit strand,
Is she asleep, asleep?

If she awake, pwake
On bliss-emboweriug shore,
Be sure her beart will break
For the old sad volces’ sale,
That reach to her no mofe,
If she must wake, must wake,

Ah! guard ber ‘dream. her dream,
Though songs call blithe and clear
Abcut the enchanted stream;
Lest reft jo sooth she seem
Of all she loves to bear,
Rest she adream, adream.

Employer (to clerk who has been sent to collect some money)—"Well, what did he

.hmalnnym-alﬂnﬂmdﬂn'h-

“Did he? Then go back at once and tell him

that he is vastly miss
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